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	1. Chapter 1

**Author's Note:** A bit of a back story here; I've been attempting to write this story since 2008. It's gone through about three different rewrites, and this resulting product is actually much different from what I had originally wrote. I seem to be far too stubborn to actually give up on the idea of this story, considering I keep coming back to it. I'm hoping this time I'll actually finish it, as I've spent a fair bit of time planning it out and even writing a few chapters in advance. Anyway, if you've read this story in the past, welcome back and I hope you enjoy reading this new and hopefully final rewrite.

**Warnings:** This story is an AU, timelines have been altered and characters have been changed as I see fit. This will be a very dark fic, with themes such violence, gore, death and otherwise disturbing imagery **(seriously, do not ignore this warning).** There will also be sexual themes later down the line and slash, as this is a Tom/Harry story. It starts out in Harry's first year but will progress to later years and there's a lot of character development to get through (seeing as Harry doesn't start out dark), so don't expect it to be particularly fast paced. Will change the rating as the story gets more mature.

Chapter One

**September 1st, 1991**

He stood under the hundreds of twinkling candles that floated above, the sea of children causing him to flush from the sheer amount of body heat being emitted around him. Even though the ceiling showed a clear, dark sky, the Great Hall still managed shine with such brilliance that one could almost forget that it was night time. He'd never been anywhere so magnificent in his life.

There was a small bundle of nerves resting in the pit of his stomach, and he started to feel a little anxiety about his situation. Harry Potter was accustomed to a quiet life full of dull colors and predictability, not loud vibrancy and so much magical energy he could feel it crackling in the air around him.

It wasn't exactly the easiest transition to adjust to.

He didn't have time to dwell on his nerves, though, because his name being called snapped him right out of his thoughts and back into reality.

"Potter, Harry!"

Swallowing down a rise in his chest, Harry wrestled his way through the group of children he'd been standing with and up to the platform where the talking hat and three legged stool was. He suddenly felt his world get much, much smaller being the sudden center of attention like that, and his first instinct was to back away. He'd learned from a very young age to always act smaller than he was, and hopefully go unnoticed as a result.

But as it were, he realized this was a situation he couldn't shrink out of, and with a resolve he steeled up from no where, he sat lightly upon the stool and allowed the hat to be set upon his head.

It fell right over his eyes, shrouding his senses with an overpowering smell of stale dust and old fabric.

_"Oh, my, what do we have here?" _A small voice spoke up and Harry almost jerked from the sudden invasion of his mind.

_"Er, I'm Harry Potter?"_ was the only thing he could think to reply with, feeling instantly dumb. Of course the hat already knew that; he was in his head after all!

_"Interesting, very interesting," _the hat murmured as if it hadn't paid attention to Harry's response at all. _"I see a lot of potential in you, boy. A great mind, indeed."_

A great mind? Harry almost wanted to take the hat off then and there, hand it back to McGonagall and tell her they needed a new one because this one was broken.

There was a small chuckle in response and Harry flushed, having forgotten his thoughts could be heard right now.

_"Sorry...I've just never been told I had a great...well...anything." _And now he was apologizing to a hat. This had turned into a very odd day, indeed.

_"But where shall I put you?" _the hat continued on. _"I can sense a hunger to prove yourself, a thirst for power I have not seen in a student in quite some time. There's much hidden in this keen mind of yours, begging to be recognized. Slytherin would help you on your way, certainly."_

Harry then recalled the stories he'd been told about those who'd been put in Slytherin. It was known for producing dark witches and wizards and the whole lot seemed unpleasant and elitist all around. For some reason, Harry felt more concerned over having to be around people more stuck up than his relatives than actually turning into a dark wizard.

_"If you don't mind, I'd really rather not be put there. I don't think I'd like it," _he said as politely as he could, because he'd already insulted the hat once and he figured arguing with its choice wasn't going to go down well either.

_"No? Are you sure? I see a very good Slytherin in you, Harry Potter."_

_"Thanks, but no."_

_"Alright, if you're sure...then it shall be..."_

"RAVENCLAW!"

Harry let out a small puff of breath and slid off the stool, putting the hat back down and walking towards the table that was clapping for him. As he climbed into an empty spot, he had to vaguely wonder why the hat had put him in Ravenclaw. If he remembered right, Ravenclaw's were full of clever and brilliant witches and wizards. He was very certain neither of those attributes pertained to him.

But he wasn't going to start up another argument with the hat.

Turning his attention back up to the sorting, Harry caught a boy named Tom Riddle being called up. Something about the quiet, stoic way in which he moved piqued Harry's interest. Even as he sat down on the stool to be sorted, there was a very withdrawn air to him. It wasn't in the same way Harry had been trying to go unnoticed, though; it was as if this boy were detaching himself from a situation he thought was uninteresting.

Harry sensed an instant connection with this boy despite never having spoken a word to him. He didn't realize he'd been hoping that Tom would be sorted in the same house until he felt disappointment when he was placed in Slytherin.

Figuring there wasn't going to be much chance of them getting along now, Harry chose to forget about Tom Riddle.

* * *

><p>The Ravenclaw common room was situated at the top of a high tower on the west side of the school, and having spent a good portion of his life locked up in a cupboard, the climb wasn't the easiest for him. By the time he'd reached the top, he was wheezing a bit and there was a hitch in his side he had to clutch at.<p>

He'd be in good shape by the end of the year no problem.

The door to the common room had no knob or keyhole, but was guarded by a bronze knocker shaped like an eagle that demanded they solve a riddle for entrance. Again, Harry felt a bit nervous and quite frankly, stupid; what if he couldn't answer the riddles and found himself locked outside the common room often?

_That stupid hat really did make a mistake._

When the eagle spoke, everyone paid rapt attention.

"If it's information you seek, come and see me.

If it's pairs of letters you need, I have consecutively three.

Who am I?"

There was a bit of silence following the question as everyone thought through the riddle, including Harry. To his immense surprise, though, the answer clicked almost right away, something he hadn't been expecting at all. He was just about to open his mouth and answer when another voice cut over him.

"A bookkeeper," it piped up over the crowd of heads. Harry looked in its direction and the first thing he noticed was that it came from a girl with a massive amount of bushy brown hair. She was looking around at her fellow housemates, pride sparkling in her brown eyes and a beaming grin on her face, which showed off a set of rather unfortunate teeth.

Her gaze caught his for a moment and Harry smiled slightly in return. He never really knew what to do when attention was on him.

Thankfully, all focus was drawn back towards the door, which was now opening and permitting entrance to the group of first years. They all filed inside, several sounds of wonderment could be heard around him as they stepped into the common room.

The first thing Harry noticed was the large, dome ceiling painted like the night sky. It wasn't like the Great Hall in that it imitated the actual sky, but the art was still beautiful and awe inspiring nonetheless. He was so transfixed on it that he barely noticed the other students moving away from him.

Bringing his attention back down, he was able to take in the rest of the room. The carpet was plush and deep blue in color; as were several of the pieces of furniture and the drapes that hung over the arched windows. There were many bookcases nestled in a large alcove on the far side of the common room, and a grand fire place crackled with a warm, inviting fire.

It seemed the perfect place for hours of sitting and studying.

He wasn't allowed much time to admire the decor, though, before they were being ushered up to their dormitories by their assigned prefect. The dorms were similar to the common room in that most things were adorned in blue, including the five large, four poster beds. He walked until he found the one his trunk had been set in front of.

He could hear the other boys talking and chattering with each other while they undressed and got ready for bed. There was an exuberance in their voices that Harry also felt but did not want to share with them. He simply was not compelled to join in on all of the excitement.

Instead, he changed into his pajamas silently and slipped into his bed. There was a small groan of appreciation as his body practically sunk into the squashy mattress, feeling as if he was being cradled from all sides. He made sure to close the curtains on his bed, shutting out the light from the room and shielding himself from any eyes that might fall on him.

As soon as the darkness surrounded him, Harry began to relax, the anxieties of the day escaping his body with a single breath of air. It was a deep, comforting sensation that nestled against his skin and seeped down into his very bones. It was something he could never explain, but he had always felt the most at home in the dark. Like it was an old companion that knew everything about him and readily welcomed him back.

He'd always chocked it down to spending years of his life in a cramped, dark space.

Harry stared at the silhouettes of his curtains, listening to the commotion dying down in the room and sensing that the other boys were finally going to bed as well. It was in the quiet that his thoughts always got the most active, and he spared a few moments to think about his relatives; his aunt, uncle and cousin. He idly wondered what they were doing now and if they were still as furious as they had been when he'd left.

A big part of him didn't really care, though. It served them right for being generally awful people. He knew a good person would never think in such a way, but it felt good and right to him and that was all that mattered.

Maybe it was just his lonely mind playing tricks on him, but he could have sworn the shadows agreed with him. He felt a cool, coaxing sensation brush across the entire length of his body, a bit like hands massaging away all of his tension. His eyelids felt heavy and fluttered closed as he breathed out softly again, falling into a relaxed sleep.


	2. Chapter 2

**Chapter Two**

His first few days at Hogwarts had turned out rather eventful; not that a life at a magical school could be anything but. There were enough hidden passages, moving pictures, and enchanted objects to keep the mind curious for a good few decades, and Harry had unwittingly stumbled across quite a few of them. Despite never actually looking for trouble, Harry often found himself smack dab in the middle of troublesome situations regardless. One instance involved him being chased out of a broom closet he'd accidentally walked into...by the brooms themselves.

He still had the welts and bruises to prove it.

After that, Harry decided that perhaps he should put his explorations on hold for a little while, lest he push his luck just a little too far and end up dead or in detention. After all the horror stories he'd overheard about Filch's punishments, he thought he'd rather the death option.

Instead, he found himself sitting in the library; probably the quietest, dullest and therefore least trouble-causing place in the whole school. He actually rather liked the library. It was desolate enough that he didn't have to worry too much about others trying to talk to him, but occupied enough that he didn't have to feel completely alone.

A group of Gryffindor boys were sitting about three tables down from him, and their voices carried just enough that Harry was able to listen in on their conversation about Quidditch with no trouble. He found he rather liked sound of their talking accompanying his studying; it was like having friends without actually being involved himself.

However, when one of the boys, a red head with a ton of freckles, looked over in his direction, Harry averted his gaze back down to his books and picked his quill back up so he could continue writing. He was really hoping the other wasn't still looking at him, and even more so hoping he didn't come over or anything like that. He didn't mind their talking, but he really preferred to keep to himself.

Persuading the future was not a skilled he possessed, though, and he groaned slightly when he sensed movement coming his way. At first, he didn't look up, thinking if he appeared busy enough the boy would just go away. No such luck, though, as he heard the chair across from him scrape against the ground and a body plop heavily into it.

"Hey, what's up?"

When Harry glanced up, his gaze was met with a pair of friendly blue eyes and a toothy smile. He felt the corner of his own mouth twitch slightly in response. There was something slightly infectious about the boy's good nature. He had this sort of energetic warmth about him that pulled those around him in.

"Just homework," Harry said with a light shrug of his shoulder, setting his quill down on his notebook. He didn't think it'd do any good to try to continue now, seeing as the boy clearly wanted conversation. There was a little bundle of nerves resting at the bottom of his stomach at the idea, considering Harry had only ever talked with a few people in his lifetime. It was even rarer that someone would approach him first, so this was entirely new territory for him.

What would he say? Would the other ask questions? What if he didn't have anything interesting to talk about?

"You actually do that?" the boy asked and there was a look of pure shock and horror on his face that almost made Harry laugh. "My name's Ron, by the way. Ron Weasley."

A freckled hand shot out towards Harry's face, and he could only blink at it for a second, too taken by surprise to immediately react. But when he found his senses, he slowly reached his own hand out and grasped it, giving it a light shake.

"Harry Potter," he replied, dropping the hand and putting his back under the table and out of sight.

"You're in Ravenclaw, right?" Ron continued the conversation, seeming to either not notice or care about Harry's awkwardness. Though, it was likely the former as Ron didn't seem to be the very observant type.

"Er, yeah."

"Better than Slytherin at any rate. Hell, I even prefer you lot over the Hufflepuffs. They're kind of weird, you know? I'm in Gryffindor, by the way," Ron said the last part with a beaming smile, his chest puffing out with obvious pride.

Harry truly resisted the urge to roll his eyes there. It'd only taken a day or two for him to learn that the Gryffindors were somewhat prideful and arrogant, as if they were somehow the authoritative (and therefore superior) house of the school - not at all unlike the Slytherins, to be honest. He had to wonder why they didn't get along; they had so much in common personality wise.

"Thanks, I think," he replied to the somewhat compliment. "And yeah, I know. I saw you at the sorting."

"Oh, right! Anyway, are you into Quidditch?" Ron asked, the subject taking such a hard right turn that it nearly gave Harry whiplash.

He laughed slightly.

"About as much as you're into homework," was his reply with a faint smile. To be honest, he didn't know enough about Quidditch to even get an idea of it. Though, it seemed like it required a lot of contact with other people, something Harry was currently trying to avoid.

Ron's nose wrinkled, presumably at the mere mention of homework.

"Don't ever use the word homework in a conversation involving Quidditch," he said with a slight flail of his hands. "You might taint all that his pure and holy about the best sport in the world!"

Harry's eyebrows only raised at that rather dramatic exclamation, and he wondered if he should back his seat away a few inches before the other decide to hit him.

"Homework isn't so bad, it's kind of nice to learn something new." Of course, Harry hadn't had the same experiences as regular children when it came to school. When he was attending muggle schools, he found the homework a nice escape from hours spent sitting in his cramped little cupboard. It was better than counting cobwebs, anyway.

Ron snorted at this. "Ravenclaws."

"Gryffindors."

Ron paused for a second at Harry's retort before sputtering a bit. "Oi! What's that supposed to mean?"

"Nothing? I thought we were just saying the names of each other's houses," Harry said, keeping his expression neutral, though he was trying his best not to snicker.

Ron blinked a few times at that, obviously trying to work out whether Harry was being sarcastic or not. It finally seemed to click, because he laughed suddenly and leaned across the table to give Harry a clap on the shoulder.

"You're alright, mate," he added, standing up from his seat. "I'll catch you later, okay?"

Harry raised his hand in a slight farewell wave as the redhead turned and jogged back over to his friends. As he picked up his quill and continued where he'd left off on his homework, he couldn't keep the very slight smile off his face.

He supposed he'd just made his very first friend.

* * *

><p>It'd only been a day since making his first friend before another person approached him rather spontaneously. This time, it was a boy named Terry Boot, a Ravenclaw from his own year. Harry shared a dorm with him, but not even two words since the start of term. He supposed that was his own fault, though, because whenever anyone looked at him even remotely interested, he often veered off somewhere more private.<p>

"You should come sit with us, Harry," Terry said as he popped up right in front of him. Harry had been on his way to take a seat at the Ravenclaw table for breakfast before being accosted. Normally, he would sit somewhere near the end, away from the rest of his housemates and generally towards the end of meal time so there were barely any people left in the hall; that way, he could enjoy a nice peaceful breakfast and maybe catch up on some reading before lessons.

Today, for some reason, he'd thought he'd go in early.

"Er..." followed by a yawn, was the rather eloquent response Harry had for Terry. He couldn't help it, he'd barely woken up a half hour ago and his brain wasn't ready for surprises. He was grabbed and dragged off mid-yawn, and he could only stumble after the other boy.

He was sat with a group of boys, all of whom he knew by name but nothing else, really. There was Michael Corner, Anthony Goldstein, Stephen Winters and Keith Tremlett. Currently nestled between Michael and Keith, Harry could only look around at the group silently, as if waiting for something to happen.

"Finally decided to join us, eh, Harry?" Michael questioned, spooning a steaming heap of eggs onto his plate. "We were starting to think you were avoiding everyone."

Harry couldn't help but wonder why these boys had even been thinking about him in the first place. Though, he supposed, the fact that he was a dorm mate to a few of them, they would notice that he wasn't particularly social.

"I wouldn't so much call it avoiding as much as... keeping to myself?" he offered lightly, raising a brow at the eggs that were now being piled onto his own plate. He had to wonder if it was normal for people to serve each other food like that?

"Doesn't that get boring, though?" Anthony asked him while crunching into a bit of toast. Harry shrugged his shoulders in response.

"Not really, I guess. It's kind of what I'm used to." He picked up some of the egg with his fork and proceeded to eat, though it was a bit of an effort to do so. He found his appetite to have diminished somewhat by such close proximity with so many people. Harry was in a foreign situation and it was starting to make him anxious again. The urge to take flight was overpowering in that moment.

"What do you mean by that? You don't have any friends?" Terry asked him curiously, and Harry didn't miss the way his eyebrows raised in disbelief.

"I didn't before I came to Hogwarts," he said, thinking about Ron for a moment. His eyes instinctively scanned the hall for a glimpse of red hair, but he didn't see it anywhere. He supposed the Weasley must still be asleep. He just 'hm'd' to himself and took another bite of his breakfast.

"That sounds boring, mate," Michael said.

"Ha, yeah, boring about describes life with the Dursleys," Harry said, shrugging his shoulders again. He felt his mood darken just a little bit at the mention of his relatives and he poked at his eggs with his fork, no longer interested in eating them at all.

"Dursleys? Who're they?"

Harry could see the entire group of boys looking at him with interest and curiosity, and he could feel his face flushing a bit from all of the attention he was getting. He really wanted to get out of there.

"They're my relatives. My aunt, uncle and cousin, to be specific," he said, feeling his voice getting a little smaller, as if it were trying to escape this conversation.

"What happened to your parents?" Keith piped up, pressing on with the questions despite Harry's obvious discomfort with the direction they were going in.

"Died," he replied shortly, his foot bouncing a bit under the table. He was desperately hoping that was going to be the end of this string of unpleasant questions being slewn his way.

Unfortunately, it wasn't.

"Oh, wow. How?" Terry asked next, but before Harry could respond in any way, he felt himself being shoved to the side as a body wedged in between him and Michael. Grabbing onto the table to keep himself from toppling over, Harry looked over at the person invading their space and was shocked to see Ron sitting there.

"What's up, everyone?" Ron asked as he reached over and speared a sausage with a fork. "Thought I'd come and break up this love fest."

"Uh, excuse me, Weasley, but you have your own table you can sit at," Michael said while jabbing his thumb in the direction of the Gryffindor table.

"Yeah, I'm aware," Ron said through a mouthful of...everything, it seemed. "But my buddy here invited me to eat breakfast with him this morning, isn't that right, Harry?"

Ron's arm slung around Harry's shoulders and he felt himself being jostled in a friendly manner by the other boy. Harry took a moment to really register what was going on before giving a feeble nod of his head.

"Oh...oh yeah, that's right," he said, backing up what Ron was saying, though he was obviously confused.

"See? Besides, I think all you bookworms need a little bit more excitement in your lives," Ron continued on, dropping his arm from Harry's shoulder and continuing to shovel food into his mouth. Harry didn't miss the rather subtle wink Ron sent his way, and he couldn't help but get the sneaking suspicion that other boy had sensed Harry's desperate need to be rescued.

"I don't think a Gryffindor sitting at the Ravenclaw table is considered peak of excitement," Terry said, though there was a bit of laughter behind his voice, obviously finding Ron's antics rather amusing.

"But I'm not just _any _Gryffindor," Ron replied.

"Yeah, you're the most annoying one," Michael interjected, "In fact, aren't you the reason everyone thinks Gryffindors are thick?" That was only met with a crumpled napkin to the face. There was an eruption of laughter around him as all of the boys broke into friendly banter, of which Harry was perfectly happy to listen to, but otherwise kept out of.

Harry was just glad that the focus was off him for now.


	3. Chapter 3

**Chapter Three**

His reflection stared back at him with rather vibrant green eyes. They were hidden behind a pair of old, black framed glasses he'd had since...well, forever really. Harry had been told from several people that his eyes were the exact same as his mother's, and his hair near identical to his father's.

Perhaps this was the reason he was currently taking such keen interest in his own reflection; if he could imagine hard enough, it'd be like he was staring right at his parents. Besides a few vague pieces of information he'd gathered from people who'd known them, this was all he really had of his parents.

Running his fingers down his cheek and across his chin, he started to wonder if his mother also had the same bone structure, or if his father had the same naturally bronze skin. If there was one physical attribute about Harry that stood out more than his eyes, it was his skin. He had a natural tan that shouldn't have been possible due to being locked away from the sun most his life- something his aunt had always expressed distaste at (but it was probably more like jealousy.) Judging by her pasty, pale complexion, Harry assumed that his mother had probably been quite pale as well.

Harry just shook his head at the mirror. He probably looked quite vain in that moment, staring at his own reflection for several minutes with nothing but fascination. It was probably a good thing that no one was in the bathroom with him, or else it might actually be a little embarrassing.

Realizing that his next lesson was going to start soon, Harry made a very indifferent attempt at straightening his hair before turning on his heel and exiting through the door. The corridors were flooded with other students making their way to their lessons, and Harry did his best to dodge around them and avoid the occasional glance that was sent his way. He could always feel it when someone was looking at him; it generally sent an uncomfortable prickle down the back of his neck.

"Hey, Potter!" he heard someone call out his name just as he started to cross the court yard. He glanced around until he spotted the owner of the voice and he nearly groaned at who it was.

_'Ah, crap.'_

Draco Malfoy, flanked by his cronies Crabbe and Goyle, was walking straight towards him. He didn't know them personally, but rather by reputation, and it wasn't a good one. He thought he had gotten lucky by avoiding any run ins with the infamous Slytherin gang, but it seemed today would be the end of that lucky streak.

Instead of answering, Harry just adjusted his bag over his shoulder and quickened his stride a bit. Malfoy would be having none of that, though, because in an instant Harry's path was cut off by the blond boy and his two large bodyguards.

Stopping short, Harry let out a quiet, annoyed sigh and rolled his eyes.

"Did you not hear me call your name, Potter?" Malfoy asked, indignation evident in his tone. Harry had to wonder how often the boy actually got ignored.

_'Maybe this is the first time.'_

"I heard you. I just decided I didn't want to waste my time responding," Harry replied coolly. These were people that Harry really did not want to bother with, and he was losing his patience already. He just wanted to get to his lesson.

This was obviously not what Malfoy was expecting to hear because his cheeks flushed bright red with either embarrassment or anger (possibly a mixture of both), which made for a rather amusing facial expression.

"You watch your tongue when speaking to me, Potter," Malfoy practically sputtered out, trying his best to regain his composure.

"Right, okay, I'll do that. Can I go now?"

Harry didn't wait for an answer, instead he just attempted to push his way past the great wall of Slytherins blocking his path. This was to no avail though, as Crabbe (or was it Goyle? He wasn't sure, they both looked vaguely like human gorillas) shoved him on the chest quite roughly, causing him to stumble back and his book bag to drop off his shoulder.

Harry felt a bubbling of anger in the pit of his stomach, one that spread through the rest of his body like a cold chill. Even his hands started to tingle it was that intense.

Regaining his footing before he fell, he saw, with surprise, that Malfoy, Crabbe and Goyle were all three being flung back through the air, their bodies landing heavily upon the grass several meters away. He could only blink in confusion.

What had just happened...?

When Malfoy had gotten back up, he came at Harry with his wand drawn, hair and robes disheveled and face twisted with such rage that Harry thought it might actually get stuck that way.

Too bad he didn't get a moment to dwell on that hilarious mental image.

"You'll pay for that!" Malfoy cried out.

Before Harry could get his defenses up, another presence joined them and a set of fingers closed around Malfoy's wrist, keeping his wand hand in place.

"What the-" Malfoy said, looking up to see who would dare to touch him in such a way. Tom Riddle stood over Malfoy, an unreadable look glistening in his dark eyes. Harry could only stand silently and watch as this happened. If there was anything he had not expected to happen today, it was Tom Riddle coming to his rescue.

_'What is he doing here?'_

"You're annoying," Riddle said in a cold, deadly calm tone. His fingers squeezed around Malfoy's wrist in a practically threatening manner.

"Unhand me this instance, or I'll tell my father ab-" the sentence was cut short as Malfoy seemed to go stiff, a pained expression crossing his face and his wand dropping from his hand. Harry looked between Riddle and Malfoy, trying to figure out what exactly was happening just then.

Was he squeezing Malfoy's wrist that hard?

Riddle's eyes remained locked on Malfoy for another few moments before he finally broke his gaze away. Malfoy seemed to slump in his grip and the pained look turned into one of fear. Tom Riddle released his grip on the blond boy and stepped away from him. Malfoy backed away from them, scrambling to pick up his wand and his fallen satchel with very ungraceful movements. His eyes wildly moved between Harry and Tom before he started to run away, Crabbe and Goyle on his heels.

"Freaks! I'll get you for this!" were his parting words before he disappeared.

That left Tom Riddle and Harry alone in the court yard, Riddle's attention now solely on him. There was a stretching silence between them as Harry continued to meet the other's steadfast gaze. He was fascinated by the strange familiarity he saw in those eyes. A darkness he often felt when all alone in the dead of night.

He wondered if Riddle also knew what it meant to be truly alone.

"Er...thanks, I think?" he said to break the silence, not exactly sure if he should be thanking him. He still couldn't quite grasp what the hell just happened. The best he could figure was that Riddle had done something to Malfoy just by looking at him. But was it even possible for a first year to do something like that?

"Not that you really needed my help," Riddle said, a knowing tone edging his voice.

"Are you kidding me? Malfoy probably would've turned me into a toad if you hadn't stopped him," Harry responded, rubbing the back of his neck. He had to admit his reflexes hadn't been all that great during that quarrel.

"Somehow I doubt that. I saw the way you threw them away from you." Riddle stepped closer to Harry just then, his eyes fixed on him. For a moment, he felt apprehension, thinking that he might be trying to do to him the same he had done to Malfoy.

That fear almost instantly melted away though. He could sense that was not Riddle's intention here.

But what was?

"I don't think I did that...and if I did, I certainly didn't mean to," Harry shrugged his shoulders.

Riddle's expression actually took on one of surprise then. It was so subtle that Harry was sure if he hadn't been paying close attention to him, he wouldn't have caught it.

"You didn't see them?"

"See who?" Harry asked, now more confused than ever.

Riddle didn't respond, seemingly contemplating something very intently. "Interesting," was all he finally said. Harry could feel annoyance rising up in him now. That was the most useless answer in existence!

"Look, are you just going to waste my time with 'mysterious' and 'vague' questions, because I've got a lesson to get to." He crossed his arms over his chest.

Tom Riddle's lip quirked into a smile. "You're already late, anyway."

Harry looked at the time and cursed under his breath. Of course; today was just going swimmingly wasn't it? He just let out a breath and cocked his head at Tom. He really couldn't figure this boy out; he seemed like he didn't even belong here, in this world. He stood out yet seemed so distant at the same time.

"So, how come you helped me anyway?" Harry asked curiously as he plopped down on he grass, hoping he could at least get a straight answer to that.

"I saw what you did and it caught my interest. I figured it'd be a shame to let Malfoy turn you into a toad, don't you agree?" The other boy sat down across from him.

Harry arched a brow at that.

_'Did he just make a joke? Because he does not seem like the joking type.'_

"There you go again with your mysterious vagueness. What did you see me do?" Harry began to pluck grass out of the ground and make a small pile next to him. It was a habit he'd picked up from years of sitting by himself at school during breaks.

"That's what I'm trying to figure out."

"I'm tempted to turn _you_ into a toad, you know that?" he flicked a blade of grass in Riddle's direction and continued with his plucking.

"Do you even know how to turn people into toads?"

"Well...no, but I'm sure I could figure it out." To be honest, there wasn't a lot of magic Harry actually knew. The things he did know, he picked up rather quickly, but there was only so much knowledge one could absorb in a month's time.

"I could demonstrate, if you like."

For the life of him, Harry could not figure out if Tom was joking or not. His voice didn't give anything away as usual. Somehow, he guessed that he wasn't joking.

"You'd really turn another student into a toad?"

"Sure, why not?"

"Uh...well, you'd get expelled probably," Harry offered as his best excuse. "And it's kind of rude, you know?"

He couldn't deny that he was a little interested in seeing someone get turned into a toad, though. Maybe he'd do it to Malfoy; or better yet, Snape.

_'Oh please let him turn Snape into a toad.'_

Riddle just shrugged his shoulders as if neither of those things bothered him. He really was a curious person. Harry wanted to figure him out, but he also kind of wanted Tom to go away. He didn't know why, exactly. He felt such a connection with the boy that it actually scared him. As if being around him would undo everything Harry knew his life to be.

Tom Riddle was seen sort of as a ghost at Hogwarts. Someone everyone knew of, but no one ever actually saw much of. The fact that he was sitting there casually and having a conversation with him was more than baffling. He continued to wonder why Riddle even chose to bother with him. He never bothered with anyone.

"So what exactly did you do to Malfoy back there?" Harry decided to ask. Hell if he was going to let the whole thing drop.

"Just inflicted a little well deserved pain," Tom replied as if it weren't a big deal that he'd done that.

"You know how to do wandless magic?" Harry asked, now very interested. Even some of the most advanced wizards and witches in the world couldn't do that. Or so he'd been told.

"I was able to do it even before I came to Hogwarts. I never knew it was because I was a wizard, though."

That was curious. Did Riddle also grow up not knowing about his true heritage?

"Can I see?" To say Harry was intrigued was an understatement. How could one person be so damn dull and yet so fascinating at the same time? He wanted to smack Riddle and tell him to stop being such an enigma.

The Slytherin lifted his hand and gave it a slight wave. Harry watched with amazement as one of the books levitated right out of his bag and floated towards Riddle's waiting hand. He simply handed it back to Harry, his face remaining neutral the entire time.

Harry took it and looked at it, and then up at Riddle.

"Does anybody else know you can do that?"

"Dumbledore does. He was the one who told me that I was a wizard."

"Wow." Harry really didn't know what else to say and the conversation fell into a hanging silence. He actually felt a bit stupid for it, not having anything intelligent to say. Instead, he just busied himself with sliding the book back into his bag. Riddle didn't seem to have anything more to say either, because he was just as quiet as ever. This caused Harry to fall into deep thought, as he tended to do when he had far too much time on his hands.

He was broken out of it, though, when Riddle stood up and began walking away. He paused after a few steps though and looked back at him.

"Talk to you later, Harry."

With that, he disappeared across the courtyard, leaving Harry alone with his pile of grass.

* * *

><p>Author's note: Thanks so much to everyone who has read this story so far.<p> 


End file.
